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mishap and once with a faulty chart/ 'You
must/ said Arthur, 'tell me more of that, and
here, by chance, is the Chinese delegate. We
were. Monsieur, as it happens discussing the
delights of sailing in your waters. This is
M. Lemorier; you should have much in
common/ The Chinaman stroked the three
hairs that comprised his beard. clt is possible/
he said to M. Fontaine's retreating back*
Stockholm is not the Venice of the North.
On the contrary, Venice is the Stockholm of
the South. Because Stockholm, intersected
by its canals, stands up against die sky, firm,
gallant, adventurous as did the Venezia
Benedetta of the first Doge. How long ago
was the Place of St. Mark built, through how
many centuries has it gathered at the one
time beauty, splendour and decay? And
who can rebuild the fallen Campanile except
in the shape of a red, high-shouldered ghost?
But in Stockholm it was only yesterday that
the Town Hall, braced as a flag in the wind,
crowned its peninsula, and at every corner a
new Palazzo takes the air, whose walls do not
peel, whose long rooms do not hoard
memories cold and wet as the brickwork of
a disused well. It was midsummer, which
implied that nobody in the capital of Sweden
slept. It was indeed difficult for a modest
stranger to conjecture the purpose which
beds served. The difficult episode of the
cream-cake at the Slot was over. Oh, nothing